FRANK HARRIS

On almost every page I find fruits of thought:

"Love is not properly nor naturally in season, but in
the age next unto infancy: no more is perfect beauty."

"I accept trutli as well when it helps me, as when it

hurts me."

And how he makes fun of abstinence and prud'
ery. He puts his contempt in italics:

"Are we not most brutish to term that worl{ beastly
which begets and which nm^etli its?"

No such wisdom in English.

In comparison with these masters, the English
and American writers such as Charles Lamb and
Emerson are infinitely overrated. I would rather
spend an hour with Montaigne than five minutes
with Emerson who is too much the preacher, or
one minute with Lamb who after all never reaches
the height of the argument.
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